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She'd scored her point.    I felt myself at check. And yet it were one's sanity to wreck If I, a sober man with grizzled head, Should take as gospel all this maiden said. But oh I the glorious tones of that full voice That seemed to bid the universe rejoice, So pulsing were its notes of joy and gladness. Yet all must be mere moonshine, folly, madness
I stole a timid look.    At once she read Suspicion in my glance, and swiftly said, " Thou wilt not credence give, a mortal man ? Thou darest immortal beauty calmly scan, And not believe the simple words I speak ? I will not pray Great Zeus my vengeance wreak, But for thou hast done service, I'll be kind, And prove my words to e'en thy mortal mind."
She held me with the splendour of her eyes, The blue all fathomless of midnight skies, And as I gazed entranced, her voice again Burst forth in wondrous song of joy and pain. At first 'twas low, but slowly gathering force, It pealed at length in full, majestic course. She sang of men and women, love and war, Of peace and plenty and the strife's deep roar. Of gallant deeds, true hearts, and sinewy hands, Of knowledge  spreading  through   earth's  distant
lands,
Nobility that scorns to think of self, Or sell another's good for sordid pelf.